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““THE ETHEL LYNCH

A Little Wesatorn Girl's Brave Deod
and Her Roeward.

Ira Lynch was the agent at a little
ethtlon on the Silver Creek railroad,
ealled Halfway, Whnhy the station was
called by that odd name is impossible
to atate, unicss 1t wus beoause it was
loeated nbout the center of the road.
It was not mueh of a station either, the
only building being the shed that con-
tained the engine und pumps which
pumped water to the tank thatsupplied
the rond engines with water.

F'ew trains ever stopped for any other
purpose, unless they wore flngged, as
there wasn't o house within two miles
of the station, with the exception of
the little cnbin occupied by the agent
and his family, which consisted of him-
self, his wife, daughter and her little
baby brother. Ethel, the daughter,
was a sprightly little girl of perhaps
twelve or thirtden years of age, and
pretty enough for an artist's model, as
she sat upon the back of her milk-white
pony, man fusliion, her legs bare to her
knees, and dressed in o gray plaid
slirt. o tight-fitting velvet jacket, and
a traiu-boy's cap resting jnuntily upon
her beautiful auburn eurls.  Ethel
Lynch was & prime favorite with the
trainmen and regulnye passengerson the
Silver Creele road, and they were al-
vays on the alert to get a glimpse of
the red-hended givl and the white
horse.

Mr. Lynch was formerly sngincer on
the engine that pulled the train known
us the Thunderbolt—a limited express
upon the main line of which the Silver
Creck roud was a branch. But one
night train robbers removed a rail from
the track, and Ira Lynch (who saved
the lives of the passengers intrusted to
his eare by standing faithfully at his
post of duty) was dragged from under
<he pile of broken and twisted ivon and
steel that once formed a part of his be-
loved engine, 8 burned and bleeding
mass. Of all the many people whe wit-
nessed the terrible sight, not one
thought it possible for him to live; but
by careful pursing and a strong de-
termination on his part to live for his
wife's and little daughter's suke, he so
far recovered as to be able to take
charge of the little station at Halfway.

At the time our story opens, Mr,
Lynch was standing ot the open win-
dow of the pump house, gnzing intent-
ly at some object in the direction of his
cabin.

It was at the close of a lovely day in
June. The rays of the setting sun (for
it lacked but an hour of sunset) shone
full in his face. Shading his eyes with
his hand, he looked long and carnestly.

*Well, I declare!™ he exclaimed, in a
tone of surprise, “it's our Ethel! Ma
must be feeling better, or she wouldn't
leave her aulone!"

Being satistied that everything was
ail right, he again gave his attention
to his work, so as to have things in
shape to lenve for the night. Iy the
time the tusk was completed, Bthel
hud approached to withio spealking dis-
tunee. The pony was walking along
very leisurely, under a loose rein, ‘'so
ns not to scare pa,” Ethel had said to
heeself, as she checked the pony down
Lo a walk,

“Well, how’s ma and the baby been,
to-day?" inquired Mr. Lynoch, as BEthel
slidd from the pony’s buack to the
ground,

“Oh, they've been splendid all day!
Mamma wanted to get up, she felt so
well"™

“I'm glad to hear thut, for it don't
seem very much like home when ma is
sick. Does it?"

**No,sndeed; but do yon want to know
what | caine over for?”

“Why, ves, to be sure!”

**Well, listen, and 1'll tell you: This
afternvon mamma fell asleep and she
had an awful dream. 1t worried her
&0 that she told it to me, and [ came
over to be sure it wasn't s0; but you
conldn’'t muke mumma believe it wasn't
8o, for she said she never could until
she hud seen you with her own eyes.™

“Why! It munst huve been something
terrible to frighten your mu. She isn't
3 very thaid wormsn,  But tell me, ond
then 'l know lor myself,”

“Well, momina spdd that she saw Hve
men walking up the track. They all
wore big bushy whiskers und carried
guns. She said she dido’t think any-
thing strange about it, but thought
they were hunters, notil one of them
suld: ‘It must be that he is in the
pump-house.’  So she  just watched
them, and, sure enough, they came di-
rectly here, the big nmun that spoke be-
ing in the lead, They appropched the
window very cautiopsly: the big mun
niut his gun throngh the window and
Sred.  Then she suw you throw up
gour hands and {50 to the ground
dead!”

“Phut wus qnite o dream. and it's no
wonder it frightened her,  Hot yon go
right back and vefl hee that 1 am well
and will Le home sooo, and she will e
sictisfied,

“No. she won't either, pa, for she
said that she could never believe that
it was only o dream, until she bud seen
you with ler own eyes,  You must go
home. 'l stay and give water to 41's
engine, and signal Nao. 0.

“All right, Ethel, if you think that
she will feel any better for sceing me,
Here are the keya, Yon be sure and
don't stay longer thun is necessary, for
it will be dark long before you reach
hame,"

“Yeos, pa, 'l do just us you sav, only
do make haste 5o that na won't worry.
Good-by.”

Kissing her father, she waited impa-
tlently until he had taken his lesve.

A girl of whom any man might well
be proud,” soliloguized Mr. Lynch, as
paused to look back and wave bis hand
to Ethel. Resuming his walk he con-
tinued:

“Why, I wouldu't tale the best miage

in Colorado for thut red-headed girl and |

her white pony. kthel is a girl that
ean be trusted, | feel perfectly sufo to
home snd leave her there, for 1
w that she will do her duty. Why,
oftentimes while sitting on my knee,
to tease her, l've said: ‘Pshaw,
;)la',.:ﬂ“ﬁ;; cury v:;y much for
your -up pa, you?'
- ‘““Then uho")x throw her dainty head
‘buck as proud as any queen Hay:

- M4l do too love you, Pa Lynch, I had

or be the daughter of & cripple, If
‘got. hurt while doing his duty, as
wn to have & king for my

5 were & cowand.’ .

_ M’i?tllk auy wmore of

me than I do of her, so it's an even
thing all around.” :

Thus Mr. Lynch mused, as he walked
homeward to assure his Invallid wife he
was all right.

"I guess [ hod botter tie Snowflake
behind the pumphouss,’ sald little
Ethel, as her father disappeared from
viow, "because the soot from the en-
gines makes hidl all speckled.”

That done, she went to examine the
switch, to see that it was thrown right
for No. 41, the through freight, which
wis already due.

She hnd but just returned when the
whistle sounded for the station, and
moment later the huge monster came
in sight., Ethel waved the white flag,
to signal all right, the engineer an-
swered with two short, sharp whistles,
and an instant later called for brakes
in order to stop at the station for water.

“TWhy, there are two sections on run
41, to-night!" Ethel exclaimed, as she
saw the two red flags on the engine.

Then the train drew up at the sta-
tion, the engine was cut looss and
switched over to the tanlk for water,
after which the train proceeded on its
way to Placer City, slx miles distant,
to sidetrack for No. 0, the fast limited
express.

After the second section had gone
through the same operation as the first,
Ethel entered the pumphouse, to make
sure that the fire under tho boller was
properly banked for the night.

She desired to start for home as soon
as No, 9 passed, so as not to alarm her
parents by any unnecessary delay.
She had been inside but a moment or
two, when her attention was attracted
by a slight noise at the window.

Imagine her surprise, upon turning
around, to see a man standing at the
open window, with his gun, which was
resting upon the window-sill, aimed di-
rectly at her.

*It's mother's dream!" she said to
herself; but not a muscle moved toshow
that she was surprised.

“'Say, little gal," said the man at the
widow, *‘where i5s the station agent?”

“He is not here, sir. He went away
some time ago."

**Where to?" demanded
gruffly.

*He went to Keeoloy's Bar, with sup-
plies for the co: pany’s men," replied
Ethel, and added, in an undertone: *'Put
that was a long time ago."

“When isthe lightning express due?"

“In thirty minutes,” sald Ethel, ns
she glanced at the clock above her fa-
ther's rude desl.

“Well, we want to board her
we do 507"

“No, sir: they do not stop here fo
water."

“Can't you flag her?"

“No, sir."

‘“Why not?"

‘“We have orders not to flag No. ® un-
less there is danger ahead."

““Then there will be danger ahead,”
said the ruffinn, as he turned his back
to Ethel, and, addressing the men, said:
‘et to work lively, men, and take up
a counle of rails; the expressis going
to stop here to-night, and don't you for-
get it!"

Ethel glanced through the window,
and, sure enough, there were four men
besides the spolcesman, making five in
all, as her mother had dreamed.

Quick as thought, she turned and
sprang through the open door; there
was a clatter of a horse's feet upon the
hard ground, and an instant later the
white pony dashed around the corner
of the pump-house and was off with the
speed of a deer.

“Bang!" “Bang!" “Dang!” rang the
report of firearms in rapid succession.
The men had discovered her flight, but
in their haste had shot wide of the
murlk.

“Bang!" “Bang!" “Bang!" “Bang!"
rang out a second volley from the re-
peating rifles. The bridle rein dropped,
as Ethel threw up her hands and fell
forwurd on the pony's neck, limp and
apparently lifeless,. The {frightened
animal, secing he was free to go where
he chose, dushed headlong down the
bauk into the gulech below and disap-
peared from view.

*1 guess that red-headed impof a
girl won't give us any further trouble,”
remarked one of the men.

“You're right,” said another, “she’s
fixed all right enough.”

Hud the spealkers stood where they
conld have scen what was taking place
down in the gulech, they wounld soon
have discovered their mistake, for no
sooner had the pony reached the bot-
tom than Ethel arose direct in the sed-
dle, gathered up the reins and re-
marked:

A pretty good trick for a red-headed
girl to play. When they thought me
dead they ceased firing; otherwise |
might huve been killed.” Looking ut
her tiny wateh, a present from her
futher, she added:

*Six miles and only twenty-two min-
ates in which to make it. Now, Snow-
finke, fly!"

Loosening a rawhide from the pom-
mel of the suddle, she lashed the pony
into wrun.  One, two, three, four miles
ure passed. ‘I'he tender-hearted girl,
who under owdinary circumstances
would not think of beating her pony,
used the lush without mercy, urging
him to his utimost specd.

Finally exhoausted, her hand dropped
to hoer side, wnd when she again raised
it she suw that it was covered with
blond

“Why!” she exelahmed. I must have
been hit after all, Yes, my skirt is
soithal with blood, und, come to think
of it, Ldid feel o stinging pain in my
thigh when the men fired; bhut whut of
it?  We must veach Plucer City In time,
should it kill us both!”

At lust the station was in sight,
Only u short half mile and she would
be ut the end of her journey. Hut,
alas! The w?ull bore @ sound to her
eur that fairly froze the blood in her
veins, 8 long, shrill whistle, the ex-
press calling for g clear truck.  Ethel
shut her teeth tightly and plied the
lush with all their strength.

‘“Faster, Snowflake, fustor, faster!
Oh! Heaven help us!” she exclaimed.
The pony groaned at every jump, yet
she urged him to go faster. Already
she could see the headlight on the rap-
idly spproaching engine, It glowed
in the gathering twilight like the eye
of a Hery demon. Would she be too
late?

On came the fery monster. The
race wus an unequsl one—an lron
horse, propelled by steam us hot as fire
and water could make, and an Indisn
pony, running a race upon which de-
pended many lives, On came the iron
steed, its grim driver all unconsclous of
the fact that he was carrying the un-

s ré snd the half-
mum:uus.w h the express mus-

was s0 carefully guarding,
_%u {Ato the hands of & band f

in-robbers.
‘Would she be too lute?

the man,
L

Can
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~Made desperate the thought,
Ethel leaned forward and buried her
white tecth deep into the neck of the
pony. Made furlous by the pain, the
almost exhausted animal leaped for
ward, staggering as he ran. A mo-
moent more, and they wore at the ata-
tlon. Without waliting to stop, Ethel
slid from the pony's baok; then her log
gave way boneath her, and she fell to
the ground. |

A fireman on a freight engine recog- |
nized Ethel and ran to her nssistance, |

“Oh, don't mind me, but flag No. oI
she gasped, and none too soon, for she
could hear the roar of the ponderoua
train and the rapid clicking sound on
the rails, caused by the driving wheels
passing over the rail junctions, each
click plainly telling her that the train
was at least two rods mearer destruc-
tion.

Then the enginesr whistled #or
brakes, and she knew that the train
was saved. !

When the train had stopped, Ethel
told her story to the wondering people
who had gathered about her, after
which the conductor ordered her car-
ried to the baggage oar, but she re-
fustd, saying:

“No, I will not go without Snow-
flake.” |

“All right, litcle girl,” replicd the con- i
ductor, *'the pony shall go, too." {

So they took both horse and rider
into the baggage car, wherea bale of
matresses was hastily broken open, and
one procured for the little sufferer to
lie upon, and & roll of biankets, belong- |
ing to one David Carson, of Dend Man's
Guleh, but more commonly known as |
“Dare Devil Dave," was brought lor-
ward to serve as a pillow. The owner
of the blankets was there in person, |
kneeling on the floor beside her. 1

“Poor little girl,"” he said, us he
wiped the tears from his eyes with the
back of his hand. **This is more than I |
con stand.” His huge frame shoolc with
sobs, as he picked up her cap, and,
turning to the by-standers, said: ‘'Fel- |
low citizens, let us do something.”

The miners gave liberally. Both
bills and coin were tossed into the cap. !
One miner contributed a small leathern
bag containing a couple of ounces of |
gold dust, Nor was David Carson the
only man that wept for the uncomplain- :
ing little sufferer. Tears coursed down
many o sun-bronzed cheek unused to
such a visitor, and not one of them, !
rough as they were, but would willing- |
ly have taken her place and borne the |
pain im her stead, wnﬂmeh a thing
possible. A few mo ts later the
man from the gulch again knelt beside |
Ethel, and as he placed her cap upon
the floor beside her said: *‘Here, little
girl, this may make you feel better. It's :
to buy you a new gown;" which remark
plainly went to show his ignorance re- |
garding the value of dress-goods. He
had collected enough money to pure
chase a fair-sized dry-goods store.

When the doctor that had been sent

for arrived the train proceeded on its
way, Half a dozen miners armed with
Winchester rifles were siationed in the
cab of the engine, under the command
of **Dare Devil Dave,” and the only or-
der that that individual gave was this:
“Fellow citizens, I hope you know
your business. Don't shoot unless you
get the word; then shoot to kill.”
The train approached the station at
Halfway at a very high speed, sll on
board secemingly unconscious of any im-
pending danger.

A light was swung across the track,
signaling the train to stop. The en-
gineer obeyed promptly and the train
wis brought to a standstill less than a
hundred feet from where the robbers
stood with guns leveled at the train.
“Hands up!” demanded the leader.
There was a flash of five from the
cab windows, followed by the report of
a half dozen rifles, and it was all over.

It was a sorrowful little procession
which wended its way down the bridle-
path that led to the station agent's
humble home. Nearly all the passen=
gers were there, The conductor, ac-
companied by the doctor, had gone on
in advance to prepare Ethel's parents
for her home-coming. The patient
little sufferer was reclining on a car-
seat, borne by two stalwart miners,
while David Carson brought up the
rear, leading the badlv used-up pony.

We may, perhaps, never know just
what took place at the agent’s cabin,
The only remurk was made by the big-
hearted giant from the gulch. When
the party had returned to the train he
drew a sigh of relief as he excluimed:
“Fellow citizens, 1 feel better.”

The trainmen soon replaced the rails
which the robbers had removed, and
No. 9 went on hér way an hour and
twenty minutes Inte.

It was soveral months before Ethel
was able to ngain ride Snowflake. But
one duy her father told her that there
would be & new engine on the light-
ning express, und he would like very
much to have her see it. So she rode
over to the station and sat gracefully
upon her pony as the train approuched.

The first thing that attrocted her ats
tention waus 8 beautiful, minlature,
milk-white pony, stunding upon the
front of the engine, one foot poised in
the air, nostrils dilated and neck prowd-
ly arched, for all the world like lor
own beloved Snowfluke, and seated
upon its back was & very smull girl,
that was dressed and looked very much
like hersaelf.

Then her eyes fell upon the name of
the new eagine, painted in gold letters
beneath the cab window, “T'here counld
L no mistake, for the letters were very
pluin wnd road 1o this:

TiHE ETEEL LYNCH.

Then, as the train swept past, the
pussengers, who had been informed of
Ethel's ride, cheered heartily in honror
of the little mountain heroine.

Burely, It Is pot to be wondered st
thut the trainmen on the Nilver Creek
roid have w warm place in their hearts
for the little girl out in Colorado or
that the president of the road has hang-
ing in hisprivate office anoll panting of
“A red-heuded girl and & white horse.”
—W. B. Disbro, ln.N. Y. Ledger,

-

—*1 think, Willie,” said his futher,
who had been looleing throngh the now
house, *“I shall give you one of the
rooms at the other end of the bullding.”
“What's the matter with this one?”
inquired Willie, anxiously. "“The mat-
ter, my son,"” rejoined the experionced
parent, his left eye-lid coming slowly
down over the eye, “'is that the window
opens out on the kitchen roof, the cos)
shed Is close to the kitehen, and this is
the circus season.”

—Muanager—"That young nephew of
yours {5 a slespy wort of fellow. What
?bsllul do with him?"' Merchant—
‘Heo i
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THEY ARE NOT LOST.

1he took of aympathy. the gontle word,

SPUREN Ko W thst only wnirely hoeard;

Lo q0eret net of purs self-ancelles,

Cnset i by men. but marked by angels’ ayes—
Thean ore not Tost,

Ul hapny dreims that glndidened all our youth,

Woen devams hind 1oss of sell wnd mors of trath:

Phe chidboml's falth, so tranniil nnd s6 awoot,

Which sat ke Mary st the Mastor's feot—
Thess nre not lost,

I'ne Kindly plan devised for othiois' good,

so aeldom pusased, so HHIn understood,

I'he quint, steadiast love that strove to win

Some winderer from the ways of sin—
Theso are nol lost

Notlost, O Lord! for In thy elty bright
Jur eyes shall see the past by clearer light,
Al things long hidden feom our gaze holow
ou wilt reveal: and we ahall surely now
These art not lost
~Ttichard Motest!, In Christian at Work.

'THE TRAMP'S REVENGE.

His Lile Pald the Penalty of His
Orimo.

= ARMER LES-
LIE sat smok-

ing in his dooxr
wiy in the most
contented
frame of mind
possible to a
man, for he was
ut that moment
busking in the
warm sunshine
of prosperity.
It gave him &
great  content,
but it was purely an animal content—
no chord of his higher nature waos
touched. As far as the eve conld see
the hills and the flocks on the hills
ware his. The excellent woman at-
tending to his corporenl comfort within
the dwelling was his, The bright girl
sewing at an upper window and the
handsome boy gulloping nlong the val-
ley on his new pony were his children.
The great barn filled with harvested
grain was his, He did not look up and
elaim the sky, butall else about him
was of value us a part of his domain.
“Me and mine' was the refrain of his
song.

At that moment something came
around the corner of the house that did
not belong to him, and it gave him a
shock—a very disagreeable thrill,
that was mostly disgust, and no qual-
ity of fear in it. The something wasa
trump. The name is synonymous with
obloquy, and this specimen did not be-
lie the pame. He shivered in the sun-
light ns if he had the agne. His rags
stood out like splinters of distress, tell-
ing of a long friction with time. His
limbs had that flaceid, relaxed motion
which Is tpyical of the drunken vaga-
bond. His eyes were bloodshot. The
only redeeming features were his voice,
which was musical and pathetic, and
his manner, which was that of a man
who had not always tramped the thor-
onghfares of the world,

**Sir,” he said, touching the rimof a
despoiled hat, **will you be so kind as
to give me a bite to eat—I am very
hungry!"

One would suppose that sitting there
in the sunlight of his own huappiness
Farmer Leslie, the properous man,
would have given a generous meal to
this off-sconring of humanity—but he
did nothing of the kind.

“He off,” he said, “or I'll set the dog
on you!"

“1 will work—"" began the tramp.

“0Oh, you will?' T don’t need your
help, I have men to work for me, and
not such eattle as yon."

Ah, it ¢ut to the guick, us he intend-
ed ivshould. The tramp made a sav-
age spring forward, and a look of vin-
dictive rage crossed his features—then
he stopped, swung around and walked
awny.

*Cattle!™ He flung the words out
with bitterness. *“*You're right, friend
only—cattle that are made in God's im-
age, and human!”

*So the fellow's had a schooling,"”
was all the comment the farmer made.
He did not see a bumanitarian epi-

;.J.

77T
il

YocaTTLE!

sode that was transncted at his back

door when his good wife, who had over- |

henrd the dialogue, honded out some
bread and ment to the tramp.

No, Farmer Leslie knew nothing of
that. Ile was watching o speck for
down in the valley that wus a whole
world to him, his boy galloping from
about formhouse to furmhouse, whore
his playfellows lived, showing them his
new possession, the pony his father had
given him for 4 birthday present.

FFurmer Leslie did have soft spots in
his heart, but as I have said, they woerp
for ‘e und mine,” He gave no further
thought to the wretched, disheartened
mun he had repulsed, e did not stop
to gently sean his brother man, and he
did pot believe that to step aside iy
human. 8o he put the object out of
his mind and guve himself up to the
contemplation of pleasanter themes.

The tramp lay on the side of a hill
Tur enongh from the house to be unrecog-
nizable, and ate Mrs, Leslie’s boonnty in
a semi-savoge mood. These were not
his real table manners—he had not for-
gotten them, but if esch mouthful he
devourgd lhiad been the head of an
enemy, he could not have been more
ghoulish or vicious, Every few mo-
n ents he would burst into anathemas
of speech:

*Cattle! Curse him! What is he? I'd
like to make him suffer—yes, I would.
Oh, I could dic happy just to mee that
man in my place,"

He luy und wutched the man he
huted, but he divided his attention.
His bloodshot agonized cyes were fixed
now ou the splendid barn that had cost
the farmer so many thousands of dol-
lurs, and was the pride of the surronnd.
Ing country. ‘'I'he follow writhed with
Impatience.

I hope he'll yead the writing on the
wisll, and recognize the t.rurup_‘u band. I
hone he'll—hn—it's working!"

He saw a thin spiral of smoke rising

‘. _I I"..‘F .I ':_‘ jl ‘ "

NT;

The tramp watchad 1t and slled s
Caln m'ITM bave smiled when he alew
Abel.  Ho gestieniated flercely as if to

then another look eame into his face
na he saw a boy ride guyly up to the
barn, turn his horse loose, and carrying
the saddle on his asm, disappear in-
slde,

One— two — three minntes passeds
Nothing had changed except, the nspeot
of that thin spiral of smoke. 1t was
now u column out off from the roof by
n blaze that the sunlight shielded.
I'armer Leslic was asloep in his chair.

The tramp rose to his feet. 1lis ex-

possessed him changed to o look of dis-
reputable virtue, His form expanded
und graw taller, but he stood as if
rooted to the hills,

Furmer Leslie was aroused now.
wife and daughter were running here
und there, shrieking five, and he was
wildly culling for help, to which sum«
mons his men working in the field re.
sponded. But there swas no help that
could save the smoldering mass, and no
mon that conld enter that fliery fur-
niees

“Leot it burn,” shonted the farmer;
“thank God, we are all here.”

And at that moment his eye fell on
his son's pony grazing in the field near
by.

“Alfred!” he shouted.
house? Where is Alfred?

A man darted past him and disup-
penved in that scething mass of flame
and smoke. The group paid no atten-
tion to him, but ran distractedly about,
calling the nume of the hay who was
the pride of their lives,

Then there was a cry from within, a
smothiered cry, tuken up and reechoed
by those outside us they recognized his
voice. «

“1t is my boy—let me get to him!"
shouted Farmer Leslie, struggling in

“Is he in the

Z
LIKE SHADRACH OF OID.

the hands of his men.
or die with him."
But they could see the shadow of s
man who walked like Shadrach of old
in the fiery furnace. but unlike him
there was the smell of fire on his gar-
ments, and if the Saviour of men

“I will save him

den that they could not sce. He car-
ried a burden that he had covered with
his tattered coat. The fire fought for
him and wound its long tendrils avound
him. It put out the light in those
bloodshot eyes forever.
ally blazing when he gathered up thae
last remnant of his atrength, and threw
his burden to those who met himm hali
way. Then there was a roar and a
crash, and never had man a more mag-
nificent funeral pyre than this wonuld
huve made. But he stumbled just out-
side, and a fallen beam pinned him to
the earth.

‘He saved me, father—I was asleep
and he just caught me up in his arme
and ran with me, and, oh, father, you
will give him money and clothes, and
he shall have my pony, and every-
thing."

“Yes, yes, please God, I will muke a
man of him,"” sald the furmer, as he
bent anxlously over the tramp, who,
blind and broken, was coming back to
consciousness.

“Father — mother," he murmured,
‘‘are—you—you—both—here? Take—
my—hund.”

Mrs. Leslie and her husband sank
sobbing on their knees, and each took
a hand of the poor outcapt.

“It's—getting—light,”” he spid, “I—
must—get—up."

He tried to rise but the effort was

uscless. His poor head refused to
mowve,
*I know,'" he said in a clear voice,

“it's—the—boy. Is—ho—safe?"

“*Safe, and it is yon who saved him.
Live, my friend, that we muyshow yo
how grateful we are,” said the farmer,
suddenly humanized.

“Yes—I—saved him—and lost—my:
self. TPerhaps God will know, and take
this into account. Forgive me,”

“What! TFor saving my boy's 1ife?"

“No,” There was n brief death
sgony, then o look of peace as life's
latest breath drifted with the words:
**I would have been u murderer if I had
let him die in the flnnes that-—my—
hond—kindled!"—Mrs. M. L. Rayne, in
Detroit Iree Press.

America's Nutlunnl Dish,
Muvion Hurlund once upon a time in
the course of u foreign journey chanced
to be dilating upon the cosmopolitan
tuste of the Amerivan who would eat

land, bolognu in its city, maccuroni in
Ituly nnd frogs’ legs in Frunce. **And
whut,* said a fumons traveler who
overheard the monologue, ‘s the nas
tional dish of the United Stutes? Mrs
Terhune nlways laughs, but ruefully,
when she repeats this mnecdote, /]
thought," sho says, *of telling him
turkey. But they cook ‘thut betier in

mince ple, but that is English as well
aseYankee. At length I repliad, with
an sssumption of ease and pride that I
was far from feeling: ‘Baked beans
and buckwheat cakes,' T was well
aware that my interlocutor had ex
perienced both those dishes and 1 wer
not surprised tbst his sole comment
should be:  *Faney!' in an involuntar
tone of shoocked surpriso.”—Philadel
phls I'ress.

Taking No Chanees.
He was a legislator, not because of
his presminent fitness for the task but
Lieciuse somehow or other he hud goy

wnabhou'. -

**Sup ' sald the tly callar
“that tzu free silver pﬂupmhunld pro-
vide a large smount of money to in.
Nuence v:’m. could xo‘:abo. induced in
any w exert your influenve to keep
silver 'fnrdmhtlu - - mangy

sustaln himself In some awful deod;

pression and the evil purposs that had '

His |

walked with him, their eyes were hid- !

He was liter|

haggls in Scotluni, ronst beef in Eng- {

Frunce thun in Ameriea. 1 thought of |

the manuy |

| PROFESSIONAL WITNESSKS,
Orio of Them From Engiani Makes Some
Interesting Revelations.

“Except those lawyers, whether they !
oe magistratos, bavristers, or sollcitors;
, whose duties enuse them to bo brought
n constant contact with crime, few
seople know anything of the career of
v professional witness. I may go
further, and say that fow people are
wwire of the existonce of men who
zain a livelihood by glving evidence in
the witness-hox. Yet not only do they
sxist, but they derive n substantial in-
some from their worle.

“l1 wonld divide them
| slnesas,

into twe
The firat closs consists of ex-
pert witnesses, whose duty it is to as-
sist justice by giving evidence of a
teehnienl deseription, which only those
vorsed in specinl tochnicalities of the
| mse ean give. Tho second class con-
iists of those witnosses whose business
it I& to dofent the ends of justice on
behalf of anybody who can afford to
pay them,

'*Of the first-cla & there is little to be
snfd, Asa rule they are men of irre-
pronchable integrity, who have earned
a well-deserved reputation in their re-
spoctive professions or business. Their
evidence is often conflicting, but, as a
rile, it Is given in good faith.

“"Medical evidence is, I believe, al-
ways above suspicion, but where the
cause in dispute is merely one of dam-
ages, and expert witnesses have to be
called to give evidence as to valuation,
then the professional witness has his
chanee. If the question relates to the
valae of property his mind is as elastie
a8 that of the auctioneer, while if the
dispute be over the value of a horse it
would appear that no two denlers in
the kingdom hold the same opinion.

“It has nover been my lot to be en-
gaged in o horse case, but I know one
dealer who has a regular senle of pay-
ment for his evidence. I wonld not
nceuse him of perjury, but the variety
of his opinions on horseflesh is certain-
ly remanrkable. I have known him to
value the same horse at two different
times ot two hundred guincas and
twenty-five pounds.

“But it is amongst the criminal
classes that the professional witness
reaps the richest harvest. Of these
clusses I have had large experience
both in London and in the provinces,
and I venture tosay thatlam the cause
of many a man being at liberty. Yetl
have never been reprimanded either by
s judge or a magistrate. Cases where
the defense is an alibi, and cases of as-
sault form my chief stock in trade.

“The defence of an alibi is always
viewed with suspicion, and therefore
requires the exercise of considerable
ingenuity. It must be remembered
that the first object of the professional
witness is not to commit perjury, o
rather not to say anything which a
jury would consider perjury. For this
reason it is best to appear asan inde-
pendent witness and not as a friend of
the prisoner.
| “Soif you swear that you saw a man
at a certnin place at the time when the
offence was committed, and it is proved
that he was not at that place, itis
suficient to prove that you were at
that place yourself and so might have
mistaken somebody else for the pris-
oner.
| “But the danger of attempting to
prove an alibi without success is so
great in u case of importance that it is
! rarely resorted to. In cases of common
nssanlt and public-house brawls, where
the offender is not token red-handed,
the professional witness ean generally
throw so much doubt on the matter
that an acquittal is the result. Still in
these cases it is best not to depend on
an alibi for the defence.

“The independent, witness who hap-
pened to be present at the time, and
who states that the prisoner was the
aggrieved party instead of being the
aggressor, is the most useful man for
the defence. The police stand in awe
of him. How often does & gentleman
voluntarily come forward to say that
the police used unnecessary violence!
He is not a volunteer; he is a profes-
ional witness, whose fee ranges froma
five-pound note to a quart of beer.

I “The great drawback to my profes

sion is that I am constantly obliged to
change my place of business, elsel
should become more widely know
than would be convenient. At the out-
side, I cannot appear before the same
metropolitan magistrate more than six
times in & year.

“I have & permanent address which
is known to sexeral people, but most of
my time is spent in wandering from
police court to police court, both in
town and country. Ilouf about the
neighboring public houses, and genor-
ally hear of some business in which my
sorvices would be acceptable. I have
to exercise great discretion as to whom
1 tender those services, but I do not

often meot with a rebuff. A prisoner

is not generally scrupulous as to the

truth of his defence, thongh sometimes

he will try to avold paying forit. I
"muke it a rule to get at least a large
share of my fee in advance,

Miiving evidence as to character af-
, fords u rich harvest both at quarter
sessions and at assizes. The price for
this evidence is high, as it can only be
given about once in eighteen months,
vither at the same conurt or before the
suine judge. Some briefless barrister
is sure to recognize us and to tell the
prosecuting counsel.

*0f course the character | assume in
giving this evidence varies with the
position of tho prisoner. The charae-
ter of the parson of the parish where
the prisoner has lived at some former
period of his life is the one which I
have found most successful. I have
often been complimented by her maj-
esty's judges on my lkindness of heart,
sompliments which Tacknowledge with
that respect due to the dignity of the
law." —Yankee Blade,

A Dad Exchunge. i

Two English country yokels recently
met in & lone. *Hello!"” sald one
“there's been a conforence,"! .

“A conference! Whut's conference?”
was the astonished reply.

“Don’t you know what » conference
Is?" retorted sie first speaker. *Why,
it's & place where parsons meet and
sWap sermons.’!

‘'swap sermons, do they? Well, then,
our parson must be an unlucky man,
for he allery gets & crop of bad uns.''—
N, Y, I'ribune, -

—The citizens of Bandoval, I1L, wil)
not allow mny negro to live in theh
town. Heverul weslm sgo two strange
negroes were employed by & new car

enter who waus not inted
mmlw-lim law of i by

the place, but i1 |

o

" PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS,

—The Wite—"You nre & poot axouss

for a man.' The Husband—"T musy
be, my dear, if I married you to geta
better half."—Truth,

—Mra, Fern—""What! Marrled again,
and your wife has only been dend three
weeka?' The Carpenter—'‘Why, yes.
Isi't 8lie a8 dend as she ever will be?"
—Sonnding=

—~Stummer Landlord —“Well, how
does the thermometer atand this morn
Ing?’ Summer Guest—'It does not
stand, it lies, by abont fifteen degrees.’
—~Indinnnpolis Journal

—“It mnst have beena love mateh,
for she knew he was poor,' ‘No, le
told her he had only 8 remnant of his
fortune left, nnd she, of course, thought
she'd get o bargnin.''—Inter Ocean.

~—Deacon Bra FI!‘-""" you thinle it is
sinful to marry for money?"' Rev. Mr.
Tium—*1t never occurred to me 503 on
the contrary, sometimes I have thought
the fee was too smnll''—Roston Globe.

—“Tack Brown and his sister Emily
are twins, aren’'t they?” “They are
now, but they won't be when Jack's
thirty. BEmily will never consent to be
the same age as Jack then."—Harper's
Bazar,

—4T understand,” sald the man of
general information, “that the King
of Sinm hns a hundred wives."! “Great
Scott,” eoxclaimed Mr. Meekins; “no
wonder he isn't looking for war''—
Washington Star.

—"I hope, Johnny,'' sald the Sunday-
school teacher to her new scholar,
“that your parents are good Chris-
tians.” “Well, mais;" replied Johnny;
“‘and pa used to be, but I guess he is a
little out of practice now."”

—Fizzlenm—"1 went home full the.
other night, and had the greatest diffi-
culty in finding the keyhole," Squiz-
zleum—"1 can always find a dozen
when I go home in that condition.''—
Brooklyn Eagle.

—Not Much Danger.—Mr. Sncoper
(boastingly)—*T carry my life in my
hand." Miss Giddey (with a glance at
the size of his hand)—''I should say
your life was safe.”’-—-Detroit Free
Press.

—Colored Philosophy.—"Why, Sam,
how do you expect to get ‘that mule
nlong with a spur only on one side?"’
“Well, hoss, if I gets dat side to go,
nin't de udder one boun’ to keep up?’
—Yanltee Blade,

—A Dangerous Summer Girl.—He—
“So we are engaged, Isn't it lovely?'"
She—*'Perfeetly.” He—*] wonder if
anybody saw me when 1 kissed you last

night?' She—'"I hope s0." He—
“What?* She—*"I hope so." He—
“Why?' She—*I mean business and

want witnesses. —Detroit Free Press.
—Fvom One Point of View,—‘I won-
der," sald one of the loungers," what
was the origin of the swallow-tailed
coat?" "It is my iden,”sald the grizzle-
whiskered mon from Montana, ‘that
they were eut that way in the first
place to make it handy fora man to
git his gun.""—Indianapolis Journal.

—Young Man—"Why don't you go
faster? 1 am going to be married this
morning and at this rate [ will arvive
too late for the wedding."” Driver
(sympathetically)—'"Well, what of
that? I am giving you plenty of time
to think better of it."'—Chips.

.—An Experienced Man.—Jeweler—
“Yes, sir, I will engrave anything yon
wish on this ring without extra
charge.” Young Man—"“Inscribe on it
‘From George to Alice.’"” Jeweler—
“H'm. The lady is your sister, may-
be?"" Young Man—**The fact is this is
an engagement ring.”" Jeweler—*'Ah,
my young friend, I have had consider-
able experience in engagement rings,
and I would suggest that the inscrip-
tion be simply ‘From George.' Then it
will do for another time, you know.”
—lowa Btate Register.

WOMEN AND TIES.

They Bkould Adjure the Mascullne Cravat
or Learn to Tle It.

Oneof the unpardonable sins in dress-
ing is the wearing of musculine tlea
by women who do not know how to tie
them, Thisis a ¢rime wsccond only to
wearing rendy-made ties,

Tho kinds of ties with which men
sdorn themselves, and which women
vainly essay to copy, are the prince's
scarf, a thin edition of the four-in-
hand, the four-in-hand itself, the
Windsor and the Ascot. This last iy
an intricate affair, which even proud
man finds difienlt to manage. The
others may be learned by patientstudy
and practice, and the woman who
makes an attempt to wear them should
bestow that upon them.

But they do not. They come down
town with four-in-handa that have
slipped down and are hanging noose-
like nbout their collars, They do not
scruple to appear in public with a tie
twisted around under their ear. They
havemo conscience about converting a
thin plece of silk into an unsightly
knot and a pair of demoralized-looking
strings and calling it a prince’s searf.

Then women cannot resist tho temp-
tation of adorning thelr ties with stick
pins, and they alwuys pluce these nn-
necessary articles in the center of the
knot. If they must wear them let
them ot any rate put them where they
will scemn to serve some purpose—at
the corner where they join the collar,
or below where they may be suppose

to fasten down the upward-tending
ends.—Chicago Times.

To Fit & Sewing Hoom.

A most desirable adjunct to a housa
where much sewing is done Is a room
set apart exclusively for asewing room,
It need not be large, and it should not
be carpeted or contain more than the
necessary furniture; bat the conven
lence of such u room where one may b
sure of finding needles and thread,
pleces of gowns, brald and all the ae
cessories of dressmaking and repairing
can hardly bo over eutlmlwr The
floor should be stained and yurnished,
so that its daily brushing up will be
eusy to do, The sewing machine should
be placed in strong light by a window;
from hooks on the wall should
all the ily plece bags, the plec
carefully l; ghelves should be put
up to hold boxes 0f buttons, trimmings,
mm ete. A outting table or lap-

1s of course indispensable, ns iy a
low rockl ir, wi  Brms, A
mirror in which the full length of
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some member of the fumily whe
st otherw i;om serve us o dummy,—




